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To New York accordingly we went, travelling
thither en frince, and staying at the Windsor
Hotel (then highly fashionable but Iqpg since
demolished), where we feasted on delicate food
and costly wines, issuing thence in  expensive
hansofn cabs to take our seats in the front rows of
the opera house or theatre, Royce being a great
lover of music and the drama.    In the intervals of
these dissipations and sometimes in the midst of
them Royce,  forgetting our original  compact,
would continue to fortify my soul with the con-
solations of his philosophy.    He was a great
talker and when once launched on one of his
theories   showed   a   tendency   to   interminable
monologue, a weakness I have often observed
among American conversationalists of both sexes,
by some attributed to the climate, though what
the climate has to do with it I could never find out.
Well, it was a fine Sunday morning, and we were
luxuriously taking the air in Fifth Avenue, which
I have since come to know under very different
conditions, our object being to see the astonishing
display of horses and carriages which the New
Yorkers then boasted of as " the finest church
parade in the world/*    But alas for the English-
man who goes out sight-seeing with an eloquent
American for his companion 1    He might as well
simt his eyes completely, and a pad of cotton wool
ia the ear nearest his companion would be a com-
fort, especially when riding in a hanscm cab.    It
so happened that Royce, at this time, was all agog